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At the risk of being called. a racist and a 
sexist, I want to snout down the pack of noisy 
damned fools who expect to oure all political ills 
by tinkering witn the English language or letting 
illiteracy pass for "folk eulture." There is a 
bloody good reason for speaking and writing the 
very best English you can--not dull English, but 
earefully considered English. I'll take up the 
reason in a moment. Right now, let me shout: 


FEMINISTS! MINORITIES! YOU'RE SLITTING YOUR 
OWN GODDAM THROATS! Yes, you are, by attacking 
the English language with your bluntest of all 
instruments, Ignorance, I changed a word in a 
GTer's Biodata from "freshperson" to "freshman" 
and caught hell. The woman, dear though she is to 
me, thought she was furthering the cause of 
women's rights, when in fact sne was only making 
the cause appear silly and misdirected. The 
greatest single factor that turns ne (and many 
other Americans) off to the women's movement is 
the all-pervasive, all-consuming chaotic fury that 
runs through the minds of many of its leaders. 
They will leap upon something and tear it apart 
with little or no careful examination if they 
suspect some slight upon women exists there, No 
matter if the facts seem to point the other 
way--onee Fury begins to gnaw, only the gnawing is 
important. 


Deliberately using "they" when a singular "he" 
is called for makes me vomit. "Freshperson" made 
my gorge rise, and even "chairperson" makes me 
reach for tne Bisodol. None of this is necessary. 
Tne feminists are demonstrating bad old Yankee 
ignorance by forcing this crap on us. The word 
"man" has meant "one person" or "one human being" 
of either sex longer than the additional (and 
distinct) meaning, "one male numan being." "Man" 
comes from the Sanskrit "manu" with that same 
meaning--no gender is implied. The second meaning 
is three thousand years younger, and easily 
identifiable with a little attention to context. 


So even the foundations of the argument are in 


error--there is nothing in "“ohairman" or 
"freshman" that slights women, any more than in 
the word "manifold" or "manifest." Furthermore, 


what ean they expect such word-diddling to 
accomplish? Will it generate more jobs for women? 
Or even greater public awareness of the abilities 
of women in the job market? No! It doesn't do a 
damned thing but make sensible people shake their 
heads and mutter, "Christ, what a bunch of 
childish hotheads," which is hardly the feminist 
goal, 


Then there is the more serious matter of 
"street English" or "Black English" which liberal 
educators insist must be respected as the Black 
race's cultural heritage. Do they know what they 
are saying? Think about it: They are telling the 
Black community that this inconsistant, nearly 
incomprehensible nash of the language is their 
heritage, their mythic lifeblood, and must be 
legitimized, taught, and preserved. To me that 
sounds a lot like they are telling the Blacks: 
You pore li'l darkies can't do no better, so we 
won't push you to talk like us white folks. Tell 
me that isn't the deepest, slimiest pit of racism 
ever explored. It is tantamount to saying: Blacks 
are incapable of learning a coherent, codified 
language. Id est, Blacks are not humans. 


The real linguistic racists and sexists are 
those deluded women who hate all thines male so 
violently that any occurance of the three-letter 
combination "-man" is a slap in the face, and the 
smug liberai “educators" who smile down their 
noses at Blacks who are fighting their way out of 
poverty and ignorance and tell then, “you can't, 
learn Snglisnh, but we still Love you no matter how 
dumb you are," 
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{[ is an organization of fannishn techies (and 

[ not techie fannies, 2s some wiseass 
[£ reported) who pool information, resources, 
[{ and experiences in pursuit of a food time 
anc an occasional profit. The group meets 
mainly at cons, hamfests, and private 
Terserker Weekends. 
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EECOWING A MEMEER assumes you're willing to 
contribute to the group. This entails 
answering questions (at very least) by phone 
or SASE, concerning your own personal areas 
of expertise. So that people know what 
those areas are, you must submit a completed 
questionnaire and be listed in the General 
Technics Information Handbook. To obtein a 
questionnaire, send an SASE to: 
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Jeff Duntemann ] 

301 Susquehanna Road ] 

Rochester NY 14618 j 
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THAT DCE, return the questionnaire, aj] 
Quantity of first-class Stamps, and one jj 
American dollar bill. You will receive Jj 
PyroTechnies until your stamps run out. You J} 
will know your brethren by the symbol they J] 
wear, and if you spot the symbol ona 7] 
bicycle seat, well, then, sit on it! J) 
]] 

j] 
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Human thought is a process by which ideas are 
sorted, analyzed, and recombined into other ideas. 
The process can often be long, convoluted, and 
difficult to follow. In that regard it is much 
like a large computer program, which is also a 
process and often difficult to follow. The 
process of a computer program is often impossible 
to follow or recreate without organized diagrams 


and tables apart from the program itself. We eall 
such aids documentation. It renders a highly 
abstract binary digital process comprehensible to 


human beings, 


Real thought is no more comprehensible to 


human beings than binary computer programs. The 
inside of your head is usually the blackest of 
black boxes, You realize a need to know 


something, and if you're going to know it at all, 
it simply pops up out of nowhere. You can 
attribute it to training or memory or whatever, 
but I dare you to tell me in detail how it 
happens, 

The pursuit 


of knowledge consists of the 


building of orderly structures of thought, 
reproduceable structures, comprehensible 
Structures. To do that we need documentation, and 


the only way to document human thought is through 
language. If this documentation is to tell us 
anything useful, it must be consistant in its 
meaning, which means that words which mean one 
thing here must not be taken to mean something 
else over tnere, Structures of language must not 
be ambiguous, or meaning vanishes. Finally, 
Structures of language must have a certain 
Straightness and elegance, or no one will bother 
to use them. 


All of this sounds like’ a high 
tutorial, which it is. But there is another, less 
undersood side to the matter: Clear thinking and 
clear writing/ speaking reinforce one another, 
You don't just document your thoughts for other 
people. Most of the time, you document them for 
yourself. Have you ever found that writing a 
concept down helps stick it in your mind? Have 
you ever found that carefully explaining an idea 
to an interested person often makes the idea still 
Clearer in your own head? Too often, important, 
even brilliant thoughts slip through your brain 
and out again before you've fully grasped them. 


school 


2 he's excited. 


Hasn't that happened to you? "I had a great idea, 
but I can't quite remember what it is..." 
Thoughts rise out of the subconscious as raw 
symbols and abstract relationships. It 
well-honed tools of symbolic translation to pin 
tnem down for storage in the orderly, rational 
memory. The tools of language are the only tools 
we have to that end. The better you know your 
language, the better you will be able to 
understand and use the accidental "flashes of 
genius" that everyone gets now and then. The 
brilliant person you admire may be no more 
intelligent than you--he may just let fewer of 
those "big ones" get away. 


Clearly, by allowing ignorant ghetto children 
to wallow in confused, muddy language, we condemn 
them to lives as muddy thinkers, incapable of 
Capitalizing on the considerable mental wealth 
they were born with. This goes beyond tragic, to 
an awfulness that defies words, It's not a 
problem peculiar to blacks anymore--modern 
educators seem unwilling to force any child to 
build for himself an orderly understanding of 
English. So now we risk losing the mental talents 
of an entire generation for the sake of 
eliminating "discrimination" that never existed in 
the first place, 


Yes, you say, but language is a living thing, 
which must be allowed to grow and change. Indeed. 
Cancer is a living thing as well. Growth in 
language must be careful and controlled, and 
change should be in response to-* some need, not 
merely for the sake of change itself. Cancer 
can be thought of as unnecessary, chaotic growth, 
So can much of today's dynamics of language. 


You who raise children, you who teach 
children, think hard about what you do. You are 
training more than a mouth to demand its rights, 
or a hand to scrawl slogans on a >bathroom wall. 
You are training a mind to recognize and grasp 
those fleeting reveries which force human progress 
along by inches. Do your part. Don't let those 
little flashes of wizardry drown in a morass of 
egalitarian babble. 


Quarks 


According to Jamie Hanrahan, gobs and gobs of 
GTers have not yet sent their questionnaires in 
for the GT Information Handbook. C'mon, git offa 
yer buns 'n do something! This whole project will 
collapse into USDA flinders unless everone does 


his part. It's too late to bring it out for 
Worldcon, but hokey smoke, we'd like to have it 
before Windycon! It's not as though it were 
expensive or difficult to get into GT. Do your 
part! 


Mike Bentley still has large quantities of 
books and magazines from the ruins of the Chicago 
Computer Store, at pre-1935 prices. Don't let 
this chance pass away. Get ahold of him now. 


Asimov's has published another of my stories, 
"Guardian," in the September issue. Cheek it out. 


After much agony, waiting, and frantic messing 


around, Ariel is rising to take charge of 
PyroTechnics text editing. Ariel is an 
Intersystems DPS-1 mainframe running (for the 


moment) an 8080 CPU, 65K RAM, 2 8" disk drives, an 
auto-everything modem board, and a Diablo 1200 
daisy wheel printer. The CRT is a delightful 86 XxX 
40 characters, just right for fancy- dance text 
editing. I'm messing with Cc, FORTH, & BASIC, and 
getting more writing done more quickly than I ever 
have in my life. You really can't beat one of 
these things. 


No, Toto, Gordon Garb isn't in Kansas anymore. 
Hurricane Alan blew him back to Boulder Colorado, 
where he's helping to weave the Persian carpet 
that carries timing signals through the Cray-2 
Ultracomputer. When asked about the capabilities 
of Seymour's second effort, all Gordon ean do is 
make inarticulate gurgling noises, but it's plain 
Someday we all will know. 


A little more than a week ago, Mike Bentley's 
father was struck by a semi on the South Side of 
Chicago, and died last Wednesday of massive nead 
injuries. I wish to offer Mike the condolences of 
all GTers, and my own personal conviction that 
there is a great deal more to human life than 
sixty years between dust and dust. 


Last night I returned from the first 
annual George Ewing Backwoods Berserker. 
the feeling was unanimous among the 18 
that it was the 


I think 
attending 
finest GT Berserker ever neld. 


Along the way we built an inflated plastic 
oubbdle-tent, saw tne inside of a Great Lakes 
icebreaker, fed tethered pretzels to some rather 


dumb seagulls, watched gigantic 
through the Soo Locks, sang songs 

hoarse, watched the Perseids, pulled the Xanadome 
into its component triangles, and panned for 
nickels in the sand underneath it. Attending 
were: George, myself, Alice Insley, Angel Insley, 
Bill Higgins, Barry Gehm, Nikki Ballard, Cap'n al, 
Todd Johnson, Mary Lynn Skirvin, Lee Hart, Jonn 
Hasler, Robin Crickman, Bob Trembley, Coleen Kobe, 
Jim Puerstenberg, Bill Leininger, * Tom Snowdon. 
Somebody promised a full scale con report, and I 
nope ne comes through. It was worth it, and then 
some. (George reports that someone left a light 
Dlue knit shirt in nis house, and also wants the 
person who took the bean crock to eat the beans if 
he or she likes, but he needs the crock back.) 


oreboats pass 
until we were 


Tnere will 
Noreascon. 
will be 


definitely be a GT meeting at 

I'm not sure at this point where it 
or when, but we expect close to fifty or 
maybe even sixty GTers--more than ever before 
under one roof. Until then, keep nacking. Carol 
and I are looking forward to seeing you all again, 
even if it's for the very first time. 


GIGO 


FROM JANN FRANK=-My “Mole Power" cartoon is 2 pro- 
underground dwelling statement: I am very much in 
favor of people moving their homes and business 
underground whenever feasible. My reasons? One: 
The beneficial effect on the environment should be 
obvious--large artificial structures which 
dominated the landscape are hidden under a 
protective layer of rock and soil, and the land 
Space made available can be used for parks or 
gardens. 


; Two: Sinee the structure is partially 
buried, less energy is lost in heating or cooling 
the space. Soil is mot a4 particularly good 


insulator--its main 
time it takes for 
about, so it 
structure, 


advantages lie 
temperature 
moderates 


in the long 
changes to come 
temperatures inside the 


(maybe) 


And Three: 
well-designed home) 
living in an apartment. 
understand. 


living underground (in a 
would be preferable to me to 
Personal taste, you 


Some people say that underground homes are 
not practical on a large scale--which may be true. 
But I see them as perfectly viable alternatives to 


many of the modes of living I see in large seale 
use at the present time. Most people's concept of 
underground living is a dark, damp, dank 


nole--rather like a basement. Bullshit. Some of 
the designs I've seen blow that idea right out of’ 
the water: the new concepts illustrate light, 
airy living, full of sun (via skylights) and fresh 
air (via atria and convection current ventilation. 


If I can ever afford some land, I'm going to 
dig me a hobbit hole. 


agree completely. The 
problem is that only the richest Americans can 
afford to pay for a house of any kind built to 
order, much less one built in such an out-of~-the 


(Good show, Jann. I 


ordinary fashion. Hell, most Americans can't 
afford a house of any kind, new. or used. I don't 
what to say about that. I have a design which 


I'll build if I ever become a best selling writer 
writing bad Stephen King imitations, nalf 
underground, half over ground, ouilt around an 
enormous wood-burning fireplace in the center. 
Dreams prepare us for miracles, so let us then 
dream.--Ed.) 


FROM JOYCE SCRIVNER--This letter is in reply to 
Capn Al's Editorial in Pyro 24 re Minicon & 
lasers. Several things seem to oe involved in the 
miscommunication. 


Iwas a member of the 
year: Art Show Chairperson. 
no relationship to Minicon policy, but due to 
Minicon's organization, it does. Minicon is 
structured to de headed by a four member executive 
ooard which nas final ultimate say in the 
eonvention policies. Other than that most/90% of 
all questions go to Minicon meetings which are 


Minicon concom this 
This may seem to have 


open to anyone although usually only Minicon 
workers attend. The committee meetings can 
overrrule the exec democratically. The meetings 


are arbitrated by one of the exec and minutes are 
weitten and distributed before the next meeting. 


The subject of weapons both real & pseudo came 
up at the first meeting (gripe session) after 


Minicon, There were several incidents last year: 
4 male swinging a stee sword in the loggia 
outside registration, someone carrying a very 
realistic (turned out to be real) revolver in the 


hueckster room, and a small (3-7 yrs) child who 
picked up a laser someone nad laid down near 
Tullio's table & was playing with it, and a woman 
with a bull whip. Suggestions were made at the 
time but decisions were tabled, The matter was 
discused in committee & out of committee several 
Limes. Final decisions were made in January & 
February. They were by no means unanimous. At 
least one committee nead told me he would refuse 
fo support them. 


As I recall the decision was all edged weapons 
& lasers would be peace bonded (i.e. tied into 
holsters) & if there were no holsters would stay 
in the owners’ rooms. No realistic or real guns 
would be permitted. Guns that looked fake were 
fine. 


As for how techies felt after nauling their 
lasers all that way (heavy, aren't they, several 
pounds overweignt on an airline baggage scale?) 
well, think how the guy who brought his 
beautifully crafted acrylic sword with ribodons of 
ced fight threads imbedded felt when I told nim™ 
he'd have to peace bond it and thus could not show 
it off, So he left it in the art show. If all 
techies want to do is show their marvelous new 


work to each otner, then take it all & go off to' 
someone's room. If what they want is public 
display, then somebody is being unsafe. A small 


laser may not cause damage to adult eyes, bub a 


young child or baby may be more susceptible & 
there was that kid last year swinging it about & 
admiring it in avery public place. Not a good 


image. If techies want lasers at Minicon someone 


weite & explain, in) specifies, not anger, why 
lasers are safe, even for small children, & maybe 
we'll debate again, Convince us please, don't 


antagonize. There were reasons for our decision. 
Even with all the peace bonding there 
Was--almost--a major incident this year. A 


costumed group fully armed & peace bonded went out 
to dinner & some restaurant person noticed them & 
called tne cops, who managed to arrive just as the 
group re-entered tne notel. Qne of them reached 
to his holster & so did a cop & brought out ais 
gun before ne recognized it as fake. This group 
of people did aot notice the police oy-play. A 
committee member talked to the police afterwards & 


discovered what it was all about. 
Non-techies/mundanes/nonfans may not recognize 
that your fake is fake, especially if you busily 


antagonize the fans themselves who with a little 
more knowledge probably won't mind defending you & 
at times already do. 


(Arrrrrrrgggggh. "Here there be dragons," reads 
_tnhe road sign. Ain’t no way I can wade through 
this one without pissing somebody off. I caution 
GTers against jumping on Joyce-~I read her as 
being sincere, On the other hand, forgive us for 
being unconvinced, Joyce--the official position of 
General Technics is that you and the Minicon 
concom are thoroughly, disturbingly wrong, 

The way I read it, here we have a Stimulus, 
evoking a Response in order to produce a Result. 
Let's look carefully at all three. 


The Stimulus was a series of incidents at last 
year's Minicon, First and most serious was a 
yahoo swinging a real sword around the 
registration area. That's a true hazard. I was 
not there and have never seen such a thing, nor 
heard tell of much activity of that sort at cons. 
As silly as I consider much of SCA, I give them 


credit for this: I never saw an SCA-type 
sword-toter draw live steel at a eon without 
bellowing like a Cape Hatteras foghorn. And in no 


case was it done wildly or even quickly; lovingly 
was more like it. No hazard if handled well. No 
mazard at all. But yes, in your case, you had a 
hazard. 


That's 
suspect it's 


Somebody carrying a real revolver--Jesus! 
not only pretty damned awful, I[ 
against the law. True hazard. 


Little kid picking up somebody else's laser and 
waving it around--I see little reason for panic, 
The jury is still out on low-power laser light and 
its effects on the eye. Whatever comes ofr 
research, one thing is generally agreed upon: 
exposure for fractions of a second is not likely 
to result in damage. It's very likely to be 
uncomfortable, and thus calls into effect a 
marvelous automatic safety-device: The human 
eyelid. Any sudden, unexpected bright light makes 
my eyes close--that's why I appear to be asleep in 
most of my wedding candids. If a laser beam 
glanced into my eye, both eyes would be closed in 
less than a fiftieth of a second. I would do more 
than just close my eyes--we’ll get back to that 
shortly. 


Woman with a bull whip. Huh? 
her belt? Or actually snapping it all over the 
place? A bull whip is a unique weapon in that it 
takes real skill to make it dangerous. I've tried 
to crack one and never really succeeded. Even 
when snapped, Tf consider the real nazard from 
whips to be slight. Come on, folks. By this time 
you're really reaching hard for hazards. 


Just hanging from 


Now, the Response. The Minicon Peace-Bond Ruling 
will prevent all such hazards. But did it? You 
said it yourself, Joyce--even with peace bonding, 


you had an incident. A nasty one, involving as it 
did people witn real guns and the rignt to use 
then, So what did your Response accomplish? 
Probably nothing more than pissing a lot of good 
fans off against Minicon and probably you 
personally. If I were that poor chap with the 
plastic sword, I would have thought that you were 
acting hopelessly paranoid. I might also have 
decided Minicon was no fun, and might nave saved 
my bucks to go to Boskone next year. 


So, by the numbers: The yahoo witn the lively 
toadsticker should have been kicked out of the con 
on his ugly butt, and the concom should have made 
it stick. I'll bet the fans would have cheered 
you on. Had he injured someone, ne probably would 
have had the shit kicked out of him anyway. Such 
an interdict would have been for his own good as 
well as everyone else's. Was he kicked out of the 
eon? If not, why not? 


The soul who owned the laser on Tullio'’s table was 
goofing of f on the job. That's what holsters and 
shoulder straps are for, so you don't leave those 
things lying around. Even so, the kid may not 
have been able to fire it; Todd Johnson's laser is 
keyswitened, and he flips the switch and yanks the 
key when he sets it down. Keyswitching lasers is 
a damned fine idea; laser-nackers, consider 
yourselves strongly suggested-to. If a con-worker 
noticed tne lad waving a laser around, the worker 
should have waded in and gently taken it away from 
nim, and perhaps nad a word with the laser's 


owner, Did something like that take place? If 
not, why not? 

Everything I said about the guy with the sword 
goes for the guy with the revolver. In spades. I 
trust he was removed from the aon. If not, why 
not? 

To be quite honest, I'd feel pretty damned silly 


veace=bonding a bullwhip. If the concom was 
really worried, a polite word about courtesy to 
other fans would probably have prevented a single 
whiperack anywhere in the hotel. I've found fans 
ire) be marvelously cooperative if you're not 
nigh-handed with them. 


There are two ways of responding to incidents like 
these: The first is an Ounce of Prevention. Keep 
an eye open for whackos who tote real guns and 
swing. swords around. Excise them from the con 
instantly, and make it stick. Post notices that 
laser-owners and sword owners should remember 
common sense precautions, and that people acting 
irresponsibly with their posessions will be booted 
out once and for all. A GTer who made a nabit 
out of flashing his laser in other people's faces 
would get his ass kicked out of GT in a hurry, if 
the rest of GT didn't stomp it into the ground 
first. I will not allow a person to shine a laser 
into my face more than once; my feelings parallel 
those of Cap’n Al in that regard. Minicon would 
be acting in everyone's best interest by doing the, 
same, I've seen the Ounce of Prevention approach 
work at dozens of marvelous cons. The concom and 
their workers keep an eye on things, and when a 
real hazard surfaces as it occasionally (but only 
occasionally) does, it is handled ‘firmly and 
diplomatically, by removing the offending attendee 
from the scene, or at very least talking some 
sense into him or her. 


And now, Minicon has invented the Pound of Cure: 
Whistle down cut of the blue like stormtroopers 
and lash every weapon into its holder, right down 
to the last plastic sword and bullwhip. Nobody 
will get into trouble that way. That is, until 
tne Minneapolis SWAT team damned near blows some 
silly idiot away. Now, I recognize that the Pound 
of Cure probably prevented little kids from 
nandling lasers, and may have kept some people who 
Shouldn’t handle toy guns anyway from handling 
them. But what else does the Pound of Cure do? 
It pisses people off. A craftsman who toils over 
nis milling machine for a year making a futuristie 
laser gun wyants public display. He's probably a 
file clerk at a small-town bank in real life, but 
at a con ne can really shine by creating Marvelous 
Things. Tie his laser gun down where it can't be 
seen and you piss him off, and you make the con a, 
little less colorful and fun for the people who 
enjoy seeing SF gadgetry. 


The Ounce Of Prevention approach can achieve 
eyerything the Pound of Cure can achieve, with the 
added advantage of being inherently fairer, and 
much, much less antagonistic to the poor fans who 
are there to be freaky in their own way without 
The Boss telling them what they can and can't do, 
Tt takes more planning and skill to implement the 
Ounce of Prevention. It requires that the concom 


stay alert and that everybody does their sundry 


jobs. I think Minicon can handle it. Minicons 
have always been terrific cons. If the result 
is Safety with a capital S, well, I think you're 


chasing ghosts. Nobody can ever make any sort of 
gathering really Safe witnout making it a very, 
very dull gathering, and probably one in which 
people are herded and ordered around like cattle. 
The best any concom can do is develop the skill of 
spotting hazards and treating them individually. 
Nobody likes collective solutions. We are 
individuals, all of us. Assume we know what we're 
doing until we prove we don’t, and at that time 
feel free to shovel us out the door.) 


HREREARAEE HEALER EAE ERERKREAEEEEAE 


Tne above is my official statement. Now for 
some truly personal reactions. Joyce has joined 
GT, so she should be aware of what we do and what 
we stand for. Joyce, why the hell is there that 
sneer in your typecopy scattered through the 
paragraph beginning "As for now..."?? That is 
sure no good way to make friends and influence 
people in GT. We are in one sense craftsmen, and 
in another sense entertainers. Techies hauled 
their lasers up there because they were proud of 
tnem. As well they should be. They wanted to 
snare them with the other con attendees. That's 
why they were upset. The entire paragraph dripped 
with self-righteousness, as though the motives of 
tne Minicon concom were utterly beyond reproach. 


I’m not so sure. This whole 
familiar to me from my old ROTC days. I did a lot 
of watching student officers push underclassmen 
around. When I got to be an officer I tried it 
myself, and found, to my shame, that I enjoyed 
Ziving out orders and being officious. But it's 
the kind of enjoy that makes you want to wash your 


thing sounds 


nands afterwards. I broke myself of the habit. 
But I know the feeling. With a little 
imagination, I can see the con-workers tying 


attendee lasers into holsters, and I can feel the 


sort of self-righteous glow that follows the 
assertion that, "It's for your own good and 
everybody else's," with the unstated rider, 
Besides, 2 say sq. It's human enough to enjoy 


Ziving orders. 


good, 


That doesn't mean it's right. Or 


I want you, Joyce, to look mighty deep in your 
heart and ask yourself if your motives for the 
peace-wbonding affair were something less than 
lily-white pure. Ask yourself if there isn't some 
little part of you that enjoyed seeing the 
olack-bearded SCA fellow bite down his pride and 
let you tie his sword into its secabbard when he 
walked in the door. I want you to examine your 


conscience especially hard now that General 
Technics has given you a perfectly viable 
alternative to this sort of pernicious 


neavy-handedness. The Pound of Cure can only make 
Minicon and its committee look bad. 


None of this is meant to be nasty, though I 
felt honor obliged me to match you sneer for 
sneer. Remember Pogo: We have met the enemy, and 
he is us. The very best way to oppose tyrrany 
in any quarter is to keep a very close wateh on 
the most dangerous person in your life: yourself. 


Now then, let's 
door and be friends. 


toss this crap out the side 
Deal? 


Dear Jeff, 

I'd Like to supply some more information about 
the World Space Foundation. They are the group 
that will be supplying the extra seven thousand 
dollars to give the University of Utah a full five 
cubic foot get-away-special. This is because of 
their support for solar sailing. A more ambitious 
one million dollar solar sail is being planned for 
the Ariane rocket, by them. Geosynchronous 
altitude is really necessary for serious solar 
sailing because of atmospheric drag. (Remember 
Skylab?) Three of the directors that I have met 
are: Jerry Wright; Who worked at JPL on a six 
hundred thousand dollar Halley's comet flyby solar 
sail study. It was there that he became convinced 
of the utility of solar sails, which lost out to 
solar electric ion propulsion. (Which had a ten 
year technological lead.) And then the whole 
mission was dropped. (Care to wait another 


seventy-five years?) Jerry then visited the Univ. 
of Utah to get us started and continously offered 
all the technical support possible. Even before 
WSF, Robert Stahle; President, worked with 
Jerry, and visited Salt Lake to make sure we were 
capable of doing the sail, and check for problems. 
R. Gilbert Moore; General manager of Thiokol 
Astromet (Space Shuttle solid rocket booster) in 
Utah. He shared part of his personal G.A.S. with 
Weber State College. Also, he gave an excellent 
Presentation when I invited him to speak at 
Intervention Alpha. 

The first part of our G.A.S. was donated by 
the local American Institute of Aeronautics & 
Astronautics, At least Mylar, microprocessors, 
batteries, and hopefully other items are being 
donated by industries. 

With this project, there are about three 
primary goals. To prove solar sailing is a good 
idea, to have students learn something, and 
embarrass the pants off NASA, 

WSF is loosely comparable to the National 
Geographic or Cousteau Society of space. The 
object is to bypass the government, and put your 
money where you want it to go. (Anyone interested 
in SETI?) It seems only limited by the finacial 
and technical support it gets. They may have run 
their ad in Science News by now. And there was an 
ad in the Westercon 33 program book. I told them 
that GT was a bunch of folks interested in doin 
something, and that WSF may want to write Ger tt 
anybody has a good idea for a G.A.S., let us know, 
Spacers have a lot of friends. 

(Special thanks to Computerland of Salt Lake 
for letting me use their text editing equipment.) 


Charles a, 


NEM OLA! 


by Dave Comer 

Hobbyists and professionals everywhere! Lest we fo~ 
rget -+- July 9th is the birthday of Nikola Tesla, inven- 
tor of AC and three phase power generation and distribut- 
ion, among many other contributions to technology too nu- 
merous to mention. I hera offer a tribute, suitable for 
Nikola Tesla Day parties and the like. The play's the 
thing!! 


THE PLAYERS: Nikola Tesla, Thomas Edison, Assistant 
Eisenkupfer, three unshaven wanderers, and background ch- 
orus in tuxedoes. 

HOST: Mahlon Loomis. 


PROLOGUE 


( Open curtains. ) 

Loomis, center stage: "Good evening. I am Mahlon 
Loomis, along with our merry troupe of improp - xert - 
imPROMPTu actors, here to similtaneously translate from 
Samuel Morse' spark code into spoken word, a play being 
broadcast by the Tesla Institute Tesla Coil Air Shock Re- 
mitter; it is thus the first play to reach the masses via 
electromagnetic communication. The odor you may notice is 
the ozone being produced at the spark gap of our receiver 
unit. The play, calculated to bring a tear to the eye, is 
a tribute, entitled simply, 'NIK-OLA'." 

( Loomis exits, stage left, and continues fron just 
behind the curtains. ) 

( Enter Three Unshaven Wanderers, stage right, who 
proceed to flop down for a night's rest. ) 

Loomis: "It was on a dark and haunting eve, July 
9th, 1857, that three unshaven wanderers awoke in the ch- 
illy Austro-Hungarian elements, to the sound of tremendo- 
us booms, crashes, and rumbles. Beholding the great din, 
they longed to journey to its source, to find the cause of 
such a very rending of the heavens. Still, but yet then 
nevertheless, though, however, agreeing that it was prob- 
ably only a thunderstorm, they fell once again into a sod- 
den stupor, unaware that, in the nearby village of Smilj- 
an, a great event was indeed occuring." 

( There is no need for special effects at this point. 
The Air Shock Remitter should do just fine. ) 

( Close curtains. ) 


Loomis: "And sc it was, during a summer storm and 
its attendant negative ion high, that Nikola Tesla was bo- 
rn, and he immediately grasped the nearest grounded object 
as if by instinct." 

( Open curtains. ) 

( Chorus marches onstage, stage left, singing theme 
song: ) 

AC's It! 


( To the tune of Warner Bros.' 'This Is It! ) 


Victory's here! 
Light the light! 
AC's it! 
I've won the fight! 
There's no more DC 
to hold back the night! 
There's AC in every light! 
Edison! 
What a dong! 
It took me 
to right the wrong! 
DC's a crock of shit! 
But - 
nevermind - 
AC's it! 


( Chorus exits, stage right. Close curtains. } 


ACT I 


( Open curtains. Tesla is in his laboratory. ) 

Loomis, offstage: "The scene is a laboratory in New 
York. A nattily attired Nikola Tesla, eccentric genius, 
is winding a large generator field winding in preparation 
for an experiment. He speaks:" 

Tesla: “By God's Amber-Rubbed Beard! I've never be- 
en so wrapped up in my work in all my life!" 

Loomis: "It was true. He had wound his left hand i- 
nextricably into the coil. There is a knock at the door." 

Tesla: "Assistant Eisenkupfer? Is that you? Wire 
you insulate?" 

( Enter Thomas Edison ~ an evil character if ever one 
lived. ) 

Edison: "So! One good turn deserved one too many, 
eh, Tesla? My FORMER employee? ah, well, what's to be e- 
xpected from a Serbian poohbah? Who could 'filamental' 
void like yours?" 

Tesla: "It Hertz to admit ‘armature! mercy, but a 
mind such as I possess will never play secondary cell to 
an evacuated bulb like yours! I'll never cry ‘uncoil'! 
Never!" 


( Tesla spits at Edison's feet. A smoky explosion 
occurs, Edison gets to his feet, shaken. ) 

Edison: "I - I don't know how you did that, but no 
matter! No mere gypsy pyrotechnics can field the issue 
for an inductive mind! I'll ruin you directly!" 

Tesla: "You forget, you restless potmender, that the 
current flows both ways on our common grounds! With iy a- 
iternate theory, we can all 'wave! goodbye to your masses 
of excess copper and reactive narcissism!" 

Edison: "We'll see what direct current can do! It's 
I-Squared-R for you, you cycle-otic fool! Let your dear 
inductance stop this!" 

( He miraculously produces a phonebooth-sized battery 
from his coat pocket, and proceeds to wire it to the coil 
in which Tesla is trapped, with the intent of broiling bo- 
th coil and Tesla to a turn. Tesla merely smiles, having 
made a quick piecemeal calculation in his head. ) 

Edison: "One last connection, and you're phased 
out! 

( Edison thrusts the remaining battery lead onto the 
coil's dangling lead, and vanishes himself, in a puff of 
greasy black smoke. Tesla reflects on what has occured. 

Tesla: "The inductance was just right for the size 
of battery he had. A simple nudge to break the circuit, 
and the back EMF got him! But let me calculate more pre- 
cisely what happened to him. Hmmm... he weighed about 
one seventy; and the potential gradient at time t-zero was 
about..." : 

( Close curtains. ) 


~ 


ACT II 


( Open curtains. Tesla is in his hotel room. ) 

Loomis, offstage: "Tesla sits in his lush hotel ro- 
om, sketching and calculating. At length he exclaims:" 

Tesla: "Yes! It works! Three phase is the power of 
the future! I'1] have engineers and electricity both wo- 
rking rotating shifts! And the Victrola goes to spoil!" 


( Three unshaven wanderers approach the prop door, 
stage right. Number Three knocks. ) 

Tesla: "Yes? Eisenkupfer? Watt is it?" 

( Enter the three, huddling fearfully together. ) 


Number One: "Greetings, - uh - sir!" 
Tesla: "What - what brings you here?" 
Number Two: "Pray, sir, we heard a great thrumming, 


and came to investigate. We..." 

Tesla: "Out! OUT!! You fools, that's the NEXT acti" 

{ The wanderers leave in haste, apologising profusely. 
Tesla sits and calms himself. ) 

Tesla: "Father was right! The Greek Orthodox clergy 
wouldn't have been such terminal grief as this! But enou- 
gh. To the laboratory for iron-clad proof of my theory!" 

( Close curtains. ) 


ACT III 


( Open curtains, Tesla is in his laboratory again.) 

Loomis, shouting: "Now, I SAY NOW, A GREAT THRUMMI- 
NG IS HEARD IN THE WALLS. IT IS DIFFICULT TO HEAR ONESE- 
LF THINK. TESLA SPEAKS:" 

Tesla: "Everything seems to be working properly!" 

Loomis: “Again, please, Nikola!" 

Tesla: “I said EVERYTHING SEEMS TO BE WORKING PROP- 
ERLY, DAMMIT!" 

( Looking up to the top of a large transformer, we 
can see what Tesla cannot - a comical Thomas Edison, his 
hair streaked with lampblack, and burnt cork mottling his 
hands and face, peers furtively over the edge. He cups 
his hands and calls out hauntingly: ) 

Edison: "Teeeeslaaa! Niiikola Teeeslaaa!" 

Tesla: "What? What is this? Who's talking?" 

Edison: "The ghooost of Thomas Eeeedisoooon!" 

Tesla: "No! It can't be!" 

Edison: ‘"Yeseesss!" 

Tesla: "What?" 

Edison: "YEEESSS!!" 

Loomis: "A flash of mathematical insight hits Tesla, 
and the problem he had posed earlier solves itself, pin- 
pointing Edison's trajectory. Specifically, 1/3km8¢in(d) 
=d°M/dt¢+Gnx/q, where k is the..." 

Audience Member: "HEEY!! GIT ON WIDDITI!" 

Loomis: "Sorry. Tesla grins puckishly and replies:" 

Tesla "No! No.. it can't be..." 

Edison: "Yeeess! I've gone to meet my maakerrr! 
Teeeslaaa! You must abandon ACeeee!" 

Tesla: "But... but... my theory.." 

Edison: "DC is cleanerrr! Nooo reactive loosseass! 
Nooo thrummingggeg!" 

Tesla: "What?" 

Edison: "NOOO REACTIV+#+O000PS:ner!! 1" 

Loomis: "Edison, having leaned out too far, slips 
and falls to the floor, knocking off the main knife switch 
in the process. Tesla towers over him for a long moment 
amid the deafening silence, then speaks:" 

Tesla: S000, Edison; careless lab techniques well- 
nigh aggravate falls, it would seem...THAT'S IT!! JIiz 
harness the power of Niagara Falls!" 

( Chorus marches onstage once again, stage right, and 
joins Tesla in another round of 'AC's It'. At end of 
song, Edison grumbles: ) 

Edison: “What the hell did those three bums have to 
do with anything, anyway?" 

( Close curtains. ) 


FINIS 
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THE "PAPER TIGER’ EXAMINED 
bs John Hall 


IT purchased an Integral [lets Sustens model 105-440 "Parer 
Tiger" printer last Ides of March, Over the rast three 
months I have become quite intimate wilh the beast, This 
printer certainly rerforns like ¢ "tiger", It is) however) 3 
"pussycat" to use, 


I have an Aprle JE comruter with 64X bytes of sensors and 
two diskette drives. I use this system for BASIC and Pascal 
erosram development in ay rert-tine consulting business ands 
on fy own times for gane-rlaying and fooling around with 
sraphics. Before I bought the “Parer-Tiger” I used = Raudot 
telerrinter for hard-copy outruts Not only was this noisy 


and excruciatingly slows it was also able to rrint neither 
lower-case letters nor such srecial characters as "t", "#", 
"ety ">" op "ec", Needless to sayy this made for interesting 


Program listings, 


[ needed 2 printer that used plain-rarer forms and had 
adjustable tractors for label erinting, It had ta be able to 
Print the full ASCII 94-character set, Since word-processing 
sprlications were only incidentals Jletter-auslity printing 
Was not necessary, Either a wide carriage for L4-inch forrs 
ar selectable print density to allow 132 columns on an 8-1/2 
inch wide page was 3 necessity, My price limit was $1500, 


printers with these carsbilities 
EPS0G0s Base 2: Centronics 730s 
Usteraysal 5000 s Epson TX-80+ [0S~440) Microtek, HEI» and 
Okidata Hicroline 980. I chose the If$-440 "Paper Tiger" 
beceuse it ret all of my requirements and it alse had grarhic 
Output capabilities. 


I found auite 3a few 
including the  Anadex 


Sot-nateix impact erinter that 
Prints in 3 7x? dot character format. It has four selectable 
Print densities» 8.3: 10) 12 and 16.5 characters rer inch, 
Frankly: 8.3 cri isn’t @ lot of use to sey but 10 and 12 are 
standard pics snd elite typewriter spacing and the 16.5 cri 
density sives me 132 columns of erint on 8-1/2 inch forms. 
Ling spacing is selectable to either six or eight lines rer 
inch, eight lpi at 14.5 cri is suaranteed eyestrain! 
Adjustable tractors accomodate forns from 1.75 to 9 inches, 
The actual print line is up to eight inches ions. Character 
density can be changed on the fly by sending 5 control 
character to the rinter, Another contrel character dives 
double-width “enhanced node" characters for titling, Line 
spacing must be ranusily selected, Sadluy APFLE-WRITERy 
Arple’s word-rrocessor programs doesn’t allow ne to inbed 
control characters in text. Tan therefore restricted to 
printing at whatever density I set on the erinter switches: 


The “Parer-Tiser” is a 


uni-directional. This wersits better 
vertical column alignment, This is esrecially important in 
the srarhic node. Hecause of thisy the erint sreed is not as 
vigh 25 On Some other printers, Maxirun sustained throushreut 
at 14.5 cri is 92 ces, AL IGcri it is 54 e=5. This is still 


better then the best of the 


Printing is 


esonsideraoly 
printers, 


daisyu-wheel 


The "Paper Tiser" sccerts either serial R232 ineut at 
110s 300, 400 or 1200 bsudy or farallel TTL level 
Cantronics-compstible inrut, I use the parallel insuts fed 


from an Apple “Centronics card". Hy printer is equirred with 
the optional 2049~character buffer, The computer can send 
data at 3000 characters/second until the buffer is filled. 
Then the “handshaking” logic in the printer accerts new data 
aniy as fast as the printer can empty the buffer, Listings 
shorter than the buffer lensth teke practicslly no computer 
tine, The comPuter runs merrily along doings other things 
while the printer zirs out the listing. This is sort of 6 
aor~man’s print srooler, 


Sending an ASCII 
into the grarhic node. 
af each character 
srint head, 


“ETX" character switches the printer 

In this sode the low-order seven bits 
received control the seven hanmers in the 
Usually only the first six are used because the 


ASCII "VT" code will advance the rarer one half-sracey which 
+S exactly six dots. This sliows continuous rictures to he 
Printed aS contiguous sin-dot-high strirs, Horizontal 
spacing of dots in graphic sode depends on the erin gensity 


selected, It varies frog 42,9 to $4.2 dots eer inch. The 
comeuter Stations Inc. have written an excellent rrodren to 
zory the contents of the Arrle IC high-resolution srerhic 


screen (280 ~ 192 dots) directly to the "Parer Tiger". 


Convenient raddle switches control online/offline 
switcningr manual line feed and forn feeds tor-of-forr 
alignment and test-rattern printing. Two seven-sosition nif 
suitches select the default characters/inchy Lines/inch an 


4a 


rade lensth. The user also selects whether or not to insert 
3 one inch skip across rage boundaries and whether or nat to 


gutonaticalis insert 3 line-feed whenever 3 carrisse-returs 
character 15 seen. 


The erinter has been completely reliable so far, Ko 


failures have occurred in the three sronths T have ownad it, 
The manual cautions against continuous erinding at 14.5 css, 
This is to prevent printhead overheating, Aside fron this» 


the thing seems able to run twenty-four hours 3 day. 


T have with the erinter is with it’ 


The only complaint $ 
size of 6 


inking sustem, The ribbon is sbout the 

conventional teletyre ribbon. On either side of the Frint 
head is 23 porous fre-inkingd roller. Surposedly; this 
continuously re-inks the ribbon. The ribbon end re-inkins 
rollers are supposed to last for five to ten eillion 
characters, The ribbon sreed across the rarer is 50 slaw 


that there is often s noticeable lightening of the print fron 
one edde of the rarer to the others depending on which wey 
the ribbon is running, This is rerticularly annoying when 
printing large dark blocks in grarhic mode. The prodlen is 
worst when the rrinter is first used after sitting idle for a 
while. 


Tiger" i 
lexible ari 
le rarer-feed 
lication tnat 
nating or vers 
:3 Commercial 
budget of the 


wholes the I0S-440 "Psraer 
sophisticated and reliable rrinter. is 
density and spacings alone with its adjusta 
tractors make it suitable for simost any ar 
Pr 


On the 


doesn’t reouire wide forms, letter-auelity 
high-speed. It is built to tske continus 
operation endy at $999.00 is well within the 
computer hobbyist. 
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Exanele of “PAPER TIGER’ Graphics 


The 195-440 “PAPER TIGER’ can print até 


8.3 CHARACTERS/INCH 
10 CHARACTERS/INCH 

12 CHARACTERS/INCH and 

16.5 CHARACTERS / INCH 


It can print TITLES in EXPANDED MODE. 


surer 


Half-spacing allows and ~seripting, 


sub 
Twish somebody made 3 word-rracessor 
that would let we USE all of these festures! 


» 


seueu OFFICIAL ASSEMBLY MANUAL FOR THE GREAT AND wee 
seen GLORIOUS GT UNIVERSAL WIDGET ADAPTOR GRINDER sHiHt 
seus COLLIMATOR AND COMBINATION BALL BEARING SHAR- sHHnHe 
seem PENER // SCREW THREAD REVERSER see 


by Dave Corner 


Well, strictly speaking, this is not the assembly 
manual for the GAGGTUWAGCACBBSSTR. It IS, however, an 
invitation for YOU, the nugatorial ( inventing or contr~ 
iving ) reader, to write the manual. It will serve not o- 
nly as a jolly entertainment in a future issue of this 
propinquitous journal ( I have no idea what that means, 
but it sure sounds journalistic as hell, don't it? ), but 
also as a “chance” *#HINT-HINT#* for you less contributory 
members to get your feet wet; to see something in print, 
at least once. I hope you get a taste for the experisnce, 
too; after all, Pyro is an EXCHANGE, not a public service 
for the Silent Masses. 
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_ To contribute your share, and thereby help maka the 
whole thing of a length befitting a joint affort of the 
collective readership ( remember, if you don't turn out a 
fair showing, you will have an editorial roast from Mr. 
Tact and Sweetness himself to contend with ), all you need 
do is: . 

A.) Imagine that the manual already axists, and that 
you have a copy. Imagining the existence of the as-yet-to 
-be shouldn't pull too many SF-trained head miscles! 

B.) Imagine opening this manual to a random page, a- 
nd point to a paragraph therein. Make it a brief one; two 
to four sentences, plus an illustration if you wish. I 
would like any submitted artwork to be on lightweight pap- 
er for aasy pasteup on my part, and not less than 272", 
nor more than 4"xk", captions to be included on the artw- 
ork. Example: 

"Place tha slotted Moebius belt M1 on drive wheels W3 
and Wh. Lock the xerographic elasticity probe bracket in 
place at setting E26.3, and turn all nine elves so that 
they all faca left. Make sure they are properly aligned 
before proceeding; failure to do so may result in your ha- 
ving to file an environmental impact report with a-regi- 
onal SPA office." 

C.) LEGIBLY print, serawl, or type your entry and 
send it to: 

Dave Corner 

6948 N. Ashland ave. Apt. 1B 

Chicago, Illinois 50626 

D.) I will type up the manual, add in the artwork, 
and send it to Jeff ( the X-Man ) Duntemann for incorpor- 
ation into a future ish. And to think, I don't have to 
Slave at being creative in fronta the typer no more for th- 
is fool thing!!! 
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Nertz & Boltz 


Digging through the summer bookpile: 


Tae Magic Labyrinth, by Philip Jose Farmer, 
Berkeley hardcover. For a couple of years I've 
been fond of stating that when farmer finished 
this Riverworld extravaganza off, it would be THE 
single great SF tour de force, the quintessential 
SF novel. Well. Here we are. He blew it, the 
SOB. Blew it all away. 

To Your Scattered Bodies Go is still the best 
of the series. An awesome, mind-blowing concept 


is brought into being without a hitch, and peopled 
witon Literally everybody under the sun. Now he's 
got it, the Riverworld. Where does ne go with it? 


There's the rub. The way I read it, Farmer 
oimsel? never knew quite what it was all leading 
to, and noped he would figure something out before 
the fans strung him up and forced him to finish 
it. All this talk of souls and ethical perfection 
led me to believe he really had some fundamental 
kernel of human truth up nis sleeve to demonstrate 


via the Riverworld, when in fact he had no such 
thing. Or maybe, he felt that kernel was in there 
Somewhere, and he scrabbled around for a couple 
thousand pages trying to find it, but it never 
quite came clear. The subconscious can be that 
way. I know. 

de tried to throw up a smokescreen stating 


that tnere is no real good or evil, and really 
muddied up the plot because of it. I'll always 
cheer the good guys-and feel vindicated when they 
win, regardiess of how simpleminded the plot is 
otherwise, but when nobody wins and everybody gets 
stained the same uniform shade of grey, I feel 


Cheated, empty, and angry. That's how Riverworld 
left me. I bought the hardcover expecting to read 
it many times, as I read TYSBG until it fell 
apart. T'll be lucky if I read it twice. Sorry 
about tnat, Phil. You blew your big one. 

Dragon's Egg, by Robert L. Forward, DelRey 
hardcover. Don't miss this one, folks. It's the 


Real Stuff. dalf a million years ago, a supernova 
in Earth's vicinity blows its neutron-star core in 
Earth's direction. It gets to Earth's vicinity 
just in time to rescue the flagging space program. 
An expedition goes out and finds that intelligent 


life has evolved on the surface of the star. How 
so? Our molecules are governed by the weak 
nuclear force. Within the Ezgg’s multimillion 6G 
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gravity field, subatomic particles are drawn close 


enough for the strong nuclear force to be the 
binding force. A whole different chemistry 
evolves, with tnis twist: Due to the action of 
the strong force, the time scale on £gg runs 


roughly a million times faster than ours. During 
the few short days of the visit to the Egg by the 
Earth people, the Cheela (neutron star dwellers) 
evolve Prom savagery to parity with us--and then 
Surpass us. 


These critters really put the Mesklinites to 
Sname. They're five millimeters long and resemble 
pancakes with eyes, twelve eyes in a circle. They 
nave religion, stupidity, sex, and a sense of 


aumor, out mostly they have what Forward has: a 
Kindly, curious good nature. 
Forward is no stylist, out the absolute 


consistancy of nis facts makes up for that. After 
Pushing past the first few pages, we met the 
Cheela, and I was hooked. This is SF like I was 
afraid they didn't write it anymore. First class. 
(Are you guys gonna start drawing Cheela cartoons 
now? If not, why not?) 

by 


The Existential Pleasures of Engineering, 


Samuel C. fFlorman, St. Martin's Press softcover. 
This book is one reason I periodically ov.oke 
through the piles at World Wide News. It is a 


tremendous piece of writing, valuable beyond price 
in the terribly serious War Against Stupidity. 
All techies should read it, so as to be ready for 
those awful moments when some dimwitted asshole 
comes up to you at a party and starts noaning 
about what those immoral engineers are doing to 
our environment or our basic humanity. 


I fielded a lot of that crap when I was in 
college, almost invariably from my fellow liberal 
arts majors and often from liberal arts profs who 
claimed that if it weren't for technology we'd 
live in amore human, more liberated society. «My 
response then (as now) was simple: If it weren't 
for technology, wimp, you'd be dead. 


What Florman has written is an apology (in the 
old sensé; a righteous defense, not implying that 
anything wrong was done) for engineering and its 
product, tachnology, from the standpoint of the 
engineer. He goes down the long hairy rows of the 
antitechnologists and their ideologies and knocks 
the hell out of each one without ever raising his 
voice, and does it by looking carefully at nistory 
while taking care to be always rational above all. 
It works. 


Only Deings as dumbd as Gods ever try to 
contend against Stupidity. Smart techies will 
read this book, smile to themselves, and build 


around it. 


280 Microcomputer Design Projects, by William 
Barden, Jr. Sams paperback. This is a badly 
misnamed od00k. It sounds scarily advanced, when 
wnat it is, in fact, is a ground-floor door to 
building and learning microcomputers. Tt 


describes the building and use of something called 
the &2-80, a little perfboard wire-wrapped machine 
similar in concept to the COSMAC ELF, only much 
oetter. The ELF had a two-digit nex display and a 
flag LED. The &2-80 nas four digits and three 
parallel ports, plus a real-time clock. All that 
without any more complexity than the ELF, and much 
better documentation. 


The title is correct in that a reasonably 
experienced hardware hacker can take Barden's data 
and design his own small 280 controller board. 
But a totally inexperienced person could duplicate 
Barden's design and Learn both hardware and 
software from square one, using the Z80's 
excellent instruction set. 


Yes, folks, I think the time nas come for ae 
to lay the 1802 aside. It taught me a lot, but 
its virtue of simplicity (albeit weird simplicity) 
is also a severe limitation. I was originally 
going to give Caliban (my real ALI project) a 
COSMAC brain. Now it will be an E£Z-80 that makes 
nim go. It will enable me to develop AI software 
on Ariel, my 280 mainframe, then burn it to EPROM 
and plug it into Caliban. Certainly better than 


weiting down raw opcodes without sven 


oenefit of an assembler. 


by nand, 
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Formulas, Edited oy Gardner 0D. 
Hiscox, Avenel Books, hardcover Cin’spades!) Wow. 
Wanna «know ‘ow to write on the white of a 
nard-voiled egg without breaking the shell? (This 
is important as aell to some people...) Wanna 
know how to treat a sick canary? Wanna know now 
to blacken grass? Wanna know ow to make 
eelluloid? Gmbalming fluid? Glass? Chewing gum? 
Dry battery paste? Wallpaper cleaner? Book 
disinfectant? PewLer? Beer? Dog soap? Ruse 
paper? Welding vowder? Or damned near anything 
alse? Look no furtner. This is tne place. 


Heoley's 


It was a different sort of world in 1907. 
There were no k-marts, and drug stores didn't sell 
wood stain. You could duy any number of life's 
oasic materials, but putting it all togetner into 
tne products you want was largely your own 
responsisilicty. This 900k Was a oractical 
nandbook for the basement mechanic and tinkerer, 
and frontiersman as well. (Note the entry under 
Bear Fat...) Note that there is no entry under 
"Bleetricity," although there is some coverage of 


battery electrolytes. Perfect for the GTer wno 
doesn't want to oecome an electron-pusner. This 
is the manual for the practical home chemist. The 


cone 
and 


in the names of some of 
down to Qsco 
Fuller's Earth or White 

the other hand, the 
different metals is 


only snag there is 
reagents. I can see me going 
asking for. a oound of 
Vitriol or Malachite. On 
section on soldering 
marvelous. 


Remember in tne novie The Time 
the end, when it is discovered 
Traveller nas taken toree books into 
wito him, and tne Scottish fellow asks 
wnich ones vou would nave taken? T 


Machine, near 
that the Time 
the future 
the viewer 
think with 


Ringworld, Tne CMOS Cookbook, and Heniey's 
Formulas, I'd be all set. 
» 
. s 
Gr Biodata 
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for 
and 
about 


Dave Corner 


Some three or four years into this ‘zine, I finally 
contribute my Biodata. It's been a long haul in between 
then and now. What can I say. 

I was born in Elkhart, Indiana, home of almost all 
mobile homes if not their branch manufacturers in Florida 
and Alabama, plus Conn, Selmer, Bach, And Miles Laborato- 
ries. A very industrial town in the corn belt, and it is 
gasy to maka a good living there if you so choose. 

My parents didn't so choose. As a matter of fact, I 
was raised on the proverbial shoestring. I orefer not to 
remember in detail. Life as an underpaid, starving, would- 
be inventor has been far more accomodating. Maybe that's 
why I don't seem to mind it 30 much. 

I was a typical victim of the public aducational sys- 
tam and its mass inanity, and was definitely on the outs 
with the whole thing from the start. I waited tearfully 
all through Kindergarten to be taught to read, and when at 
long last the Great Day arrived in first grade, I was giv~ 
en a Dick, Jane, and Sally Reader. Any «Kindred souls out 
there know that these abominations are strictly from Barf 
City. I refused to read it and nearly got kicked out of 
school. 

What I did instead was to tote home two books from the 
school library every night, and prop myself up with them, 
and a dictionary to cover the rough spots, which at first 
made for many evenings with the dictionary, with occasion-~ 
al trips to the books. Much can be said for learning to 
read in tarms of word roots and a good grammar reference; 
by the tima my mother and my teacher cottoned on to what 
I was doing, they found I was reading at a sixth grade le- 
vel. So mech for the See-Spot-Run Whole Word Method. 


In the following years I ancountered a book with a 
picture. of a winking robot on the cover which was so sim- 
ply and alluringly drawn that I assumed it was a ehil- 
dren's book, and some little paperbacks about everything 
from trees to the stars to rocks. I plowed through the 
first in the third grade, armed with my dictionary; it was 


I, Robot. It is just about the only Asimov I have read 
since. The others, however, ware the very core of any 


budding thinker's library; The 35¢ wonders put out oy 
Herbert S. Zim. 

From there, I did whatever was within reach of my 
fleapower budget; homemade gunpowder in a one-point Aunt 
Jane's pickle jar is worth saving for three months!! 

Since THEN, I have dropped out of college, moved to 
Chicago with a thrse- month stint in New Orleans in betwe- 
an, and basically tried to put myself together into an am- 
otionally and mentally sound person, which has not been 
a lead pipe cinch. I got something out of the hundred or 
50 SF books I've read, something out of all the issues of 
Scientific American and Sky and Telescope, the hundreds 
of varied books, magazines, and so on, and a lot out of 
the experiences I've had. I have found that almost every- 
thing in one's life is strongly a function of how it re- 
lates to other people, and find that planning mw life and 
education accordingly results in a happier and easier 
life, as well as a mich more productive one. I still hope 
to be a professional, self-employed inventor, and at age 
twenty-six ( Sept. 22, 1953 for you astrology freaks; I 
seem to be the very archetype of Virgo-Libra Cuspians, for 
as little credence as I have paid to such things ) I the 
ink it's about time I mada a serious move in that directi- 
on; hence I work too hard and have too little time for 
fandom, Pyro, and the like. My breif brush with SF fan- 
dom, amounting to perhaps half a dozen cons, has probably 
been enough for a while anyway, but the GT cross section 
of it obviously is somewhat nearer and dearer to my heart, 
being as I swaat ALMOST as nard at the signt of a solid 
srass latha handle as I do at the sight of, for lack of 
a better term, a Likely Prospect. 

That's mal! 


Charles Galway 


At four years old, Flash Gorden was a great 
impression, along with the Mercury space shots. In 
elementary school, my only problem with science 
was boredom, My mother had a botany degree, and I 
had consistantly sponged out of her whatever we 
did in school two years later. Somewhat later, The 
Twentieth Century was standard weekend viewing. 
Chemistry sets and model rockets were staple fare. 
And my aquariums have contained representatives of 
most phyla, and myrids of arthropods. Studying 
engineering, I'm still inspired and dumbfounded by 
their design. So coming to college, 1! felt 
mechanical engeering would be the most versatile 
(and employable) curse course to persue. 

I always hung around the SF folks, because 

they always thought a little bit creatively. Jeff, 
your article on creativity hit a resonance 
frequency. Also though, I felt illiterate, because 
I was always reading that fact (?) type stuff, 
like Scientific American, Astronautics & 
Aeronautics, L-5 News, Sky & Télescope, or even 
textbooks occasionaally (when I was going to 
school). I helped with the publication of a 
dedication to Leiber & Bradbury. (TOUCHSTONE; 
$5.00 PPD. Or see the artist, Erin McKee at the 
dealers table.) And ['ve hardly read them. 1 even 
went to Iggy with the book editors, (I supported 
ERA, I boycotted Utah) hoping to meet kindred fen. 
with great pleasure, Cosmo Klein and Elsie 
introduced me to the humanoids with the rayguns 
and blink'nlites. 
This was also the conception of Tycho, which is 
becoming a robot. Run right now by a two channel 
RC transmitter. Hopefully, he will be controlled 
by my SYM-1 microcomputer, and the [R/ultrasonic 
chip set, as soon as someone else does all the 
hard work for me. (One of the first things you 
learn in mech. eng.) This has also prompted me to 
join the United States Robotics Society, with 
Subscribtion to Robotics Age. (Quite interesting, 
good technical balance. Liked the way they derided 
TAB robotics books.) 

Jeff, all wattage to you (and Neil} on the 
space program. Have had my copy of Lobbying For 
Space since the third postponement of the Large 
Space Telescope funding. About the 
Get-Away-Special. The University of Utah is 


working on a Solar Sail (Big kite, 10,000 sq ft). 
And I'm trying translate ME to EE for them. If 
anyone has a great idea for G.A.S., let us know. 
Spacers have a lot of friends, 

Working at Utah Biomedical Test Lab (lastest 
project, 3-D volume viewer®) is more valuable than 
my paycheck. Alas, still no time to read SF. They 
formed an SCA out here, and I joined their army 
for a few years, Helped run our local Intervention 
Alpha last fall. Fine con. (Beta this year, Sept. 
26-28) Also learning to dance. Every aspiring 
engineer should be able to pick up a 135 1b. 
rotory milling table, and picking up girls is a 
fine way to learn. I see my degree drifting to 
oblivion. 

Attended an American Scientific Affiliation 
conference (for Christian type scientists) last 
summer, with the theme “Choices We Face". With 
energy a big issue, the prominant point was: 
"There's no such thing as 100% safe, and it will 
cost exponetially to approach it". Also noted, 
like was said about the occult in Pyro, was that 
science had its greatest initial push when the 
arbitrary universe was rejected, and a learnable 
ordered universe replaced it. 

This is being typed at Computerland, run by an 

! friendly DM that used to kill off my charaters in 
Orthanc. I'1]1 at least be at Denvention II. If you 
get through Salt Lake, your welcome to drop by. 
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"Who was that 


Daddy?...Daddy?" 


Masked Man, Daddy? 


1980--Epsisode V. It is a dark time for the 
Muppet Empire. Despite tour de force appearances 
with a galaxy of Hollywood superstars, a blinding 
flash of television shows, and a romantic lead in 
‘one of the biggest hit motion pictures of the 
century, Miss Piggy is brutally defeated in her 
quest for an Oscar, "Pigs in Space" is ruled 
ineligible for a Nebula, Kermit, though he is 
near.y successful, is finally crushed in his bid 
to eplace Johnny Carson on the NBC "Tonight Show". 


Tinseltown rumor was that the move was bitterly 
opposed by Ed McMahon, fearful of losing his 
lucrative number-two spot on the couch to Fozzie 
Bear, and who also feared that Tommy Newsome would 
seize the moment for a coup of his own, giving the 
axe to Doe Severinson, and that Newsome would in 
tun be replaced by lookalike Gerald Ford. 


At Muppet Headquarters, a 
gathe:ea ior a war conference. it was deCldeu ty 
augment the lagging strike-force positions lu wis 
industry by infiltrating other smash-hit 
box-office pictures 


grim-faced crew 


with genetically-engineered 


creavures designed to usurp the powerful "second- 
banana" or sidekick roles, much as the human 
actors Leonard Nimoy and David McCallum had done 


during the previous decades. (To be continued...) 

Seriously, 
Empire Strikes 
development were 
gunfights were 
Alastair 


now, Techies, I really liked "The 
Back!" The story and character 
superior, and the chases and 
toned down somewhat, though the 
McLean-style 
capture/escape/capture/rescue formula is still a 
bit trying. Great praise to Leigh Brackett & 
Company for creatively fleshing out the epic 
skeleton of Lucas Skyfilmer's nine (or is it 
twelve?) part saga. The science in this episode 
stili sucks, but perhaps a few millibars of 
mercury less than in some areas. 


Petty Gripes: 


te 
about 


First off is a problem of style and 
this movie, which I alluded to in 
opening vor this cosumn. in the original 
Lucas stole shot-for-shot from dozens of 
adventure films: The young Luke swinging 
the chasom on a rope from "Seventh Voyage of 
Sinbad", right down to the way he holds the 
Princess and the folds of their garments, the 
fighters vs. bomber dog fights from "Twelve 
O'clock High", the polar trench attack from "The 
Dam Busters", "Bridges of Toko-Ri," ete. This 
time he's doing less of that, but the Muppet 
influence is beginning to intrude. Yoda is fine, 
thugh I wish they'd shown more of the Jedi 
training, especially the thousands of hours of 
practice with the L-saber that is supposed to be 
their primary weapon. But when you team up Yoda 
with the Tonton LLamaroos, the Ship-eating 
Astervid Monster, and the Yeti-things in the cave, 
plus all the rest, the kiddieshow flavor begins to 
distract. One keeps expecting Road Runner or 
Captain Kang Atroo of the Klingfree to show up at 
any time. “Example: When the Bicentennial Corvair 
is hiding from Darth Nader, consuming advocate, in 
the asteroid cave, that's cool. But when they jet 


feel 
the 
WARZ, 
action-~ 
across 


out through the closing fangs of the beast, and 
the giant monster face snaps at the ship and 
misses, eight or ten people in the audience 
(CMU/Mt. Pleasant) shouted "COOKIE!" at the tops 
of their lungs, and the audience roared with 
laughter. 

2: Tech inconsistency is intrusive. A 


certain amount of "magic" (I.E. BS) in a film can 
be accepted due to Clarke's Law, but it should be 
consistent magic. Episode IV establishes that the 
TIE Fighters and X-wing jobbies were in-system, 
relatively short-range fighters, launched from the 
nearest Cattlestar or rebel base. So how the 
can Luke make it from the frozen glaciers of 
Dodgeville to Yoda's Planet? The IW tanks are 
pretty hard to swallow. Even in priomitive times, 
it nhs been established that ground vehicles which 
cn be seen by aircraft have a very short life 
expectancy. Rudel destroyed over eight hundred 
Russian tanks personally on the Eastern front. 
Cobra gunships in Nam bagged eighteen or more 
tanks per sortie on good days when the NVA were 
silly enough to send them out. Even given "magic" 
neutronium paint, if the things are so vulnerable 
that Luke can take one out with his light saber or 
@ mnon-nuke pocket-sized satchel charge, they 
wouldn't last long in battle. As for the thin-~ 
edge tripwire, I find it awfully hard to believe 
that the elephants wouldn't have protective 
circuitry that would stop the legs of the machine 
and leave the turret (with a clear windshield?) 
functional until somebody notices and burns off 
the cable. 


all-time: 


hell. 


Some of the tech details are nice, like the 
airbrake flaps on the fighter planes, but some, 
like the Corbomite Black Slab (Floating Elack 
Slab--Get it, Fans??) (Remember Corbomite?) in 

‘whieh Han is embedded are silly inside jokes and 
Shotts at other movies. 
Good Stuff: The Nazi Germany feel of the 


Empire is very nicely developed, with some subtle 
touches, Of course the style of the uniforms and 
so n is deliberate, but I especially liked the 
battle on the Glacier Planet, as it had authentic 
Russian Front feel about it. The Nazis did have 
an experimental tank called the Elephant, though 
it didn't look like the IW's. A more reasonable 


walking tank would be Mesklinite~shaped, 
articulated, low for a stable center of gravity 
and reduceu target silhouette, have more legs, 


and would be fast, faster than a tracked vehicle, 
or else you'd be better off with a Laumerian Bolo. 


DV's handling of subordinates is classic 
Thire neich, as are the torture sequences, 
especially the Iron Maiden Han is subjected to. 


However, I still am tired of Anderson-style 
spaceships (vaguely-familiar shape, with a very 
‘busy white exterior crusted with thousands of 


little pipes and boxes...) 

The development of the characters continues, 
and I got the definite impression that we are 
being prepared for the coming of a child, courtesy 
the Princess. There were several scenes featuring 
the lady with Madonna-like lighting, and there's 
that discussion between Obi-wan and Yoda...I hope 
they aren't going to be too disappointed if the 
kid emes out looking mroe like Chewie than Han or 
Luke. 


effect of the film was quite 
once again I 
call 
would 
the 


Overall, the 
pleasing and highly entertaining; 
find myself subject to what I will modestly 
the Budrys-Ewing effect (to be immodest he 
have put himself firsvu--cu., namely, driving 


yellow Monzoid away from the theater as though it 
were an a-ewang Iagnter, humming John Williams 
Music. 
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